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The Versatility
of Lunch

MEALS, the sociologists inform us, are

a measure of civilization, and in the

eatir.g customs of a people its life and

rjt stand revealed. Certainly the evolution of

j, in America is worth the attention of

those pulse-feeling analysts who write bi-

wcekly articles on the national soul. There is

tenal for still another book on American-
u the change that has come over our

BiidiJny meal in a generation or two.

There was a time, our grandfathers inform

when at noon everyone knocked off for an

kour to stow away a hearty dinner and when

cheerful and indigestible array of good
things marked the tenith of the day's activi-

H.iw after the unstinting dinners cur

andmothcru used to make their husbands

ar.agv.l to accomplish anything in the after-

oon is hard to conceive. Our forebears must

deed have acquired the Tired Business Man

fecling about two in the afternoon, at whieh

time they probably gave up in despair and

, t0 see a matinee of the Follies. And

doubtlcss at night they came home and spoke
, ,jje decline of the American drama.

But the midday dinner long before our own

tun. disappeared. Even a eeven course

sp!urg« 's advertised as a luncheon, and only

bricklayers and night city editors would think

of eating dinner by sunlight. However much

or little you eat, if this human indulgenco

t^es place before nightfall it is lunch.

But while the old name wandered down the

faca of the dial" until six p. m. or later, and

the dinner of old shortened into lunch, the

flctaal content of the meal became no slimmer.

When you announced at the office that you

were "going to lunch" those who stayed be¬

hind had accurate mouth watering notions of

what they were missing. You paid a little

mere or a little less than your neighbor, but

the method was the same. You both sat at

, table and were both served by an old-

fashioned third party known as a waiter or

litreaa, You may have got lobster salad

while your neighbor plodded along on veal,
but atmospherically you were equals.
Even La those dim, dead days, however,

lunch began to lose its stable and respectable
character. It seemed with the loss of its more

dignified name to have lost its dignity as an

.ion. The high stool lunch counter was

the first hint of the change, and since then

the mutations have changed this daily
phenomenon so that its name means nothing.

h, rather, has come to mean many

i am going out to lunch," may stiil
¦Hi thal : "J are going down to have a table
ffVatfl] raight through with music
*nd without a change from the soup to the
deasert But more probably it means that you
are iToir.g to a p'.ace where you walk around,

.- yonr meal off the walls and announc-

ing your p.uckings to a most polite and
a'tendant as you walk out. Lunch,

accordirg to this custom, is, although usually
kas than a meal, morally much more. It is a

coonday lesson in practical ethic*?. It is a

spur to morality and memory as well as to

digestion, and a clean cut report on the num¬

ber of dojghnuts consumed is as good for the
.oui as their consumption was dangerous to
the digestion.
Or, probably enough, your trip to lunch is a

journey to a combined laboratory and tele¬

phone exchange where you drop coins into
randora slot3 and sportively take chances on

the results. Without your favorite waiter to

tell you thr* M»i comed beef is very good to¬

day, you have to take the label at its face
falue or use your judgment and experience as

» ruide. For once the nickel is gone the way
ef all *lot machines there is no rccovery.and
there is a line behind you waiting to try the
unse experiment in dieteties.
Or it may be that you walk ten hlocks to a

side street err.porium whieh you admire be-
eaaae it has faithfully dedicated itself for-
mr to the perfect serving of beans. Not that

you like beans, but there is in the scheme a

pathetic devotion to a hopeless cause that
aeenu to deserve your support for one lunch
horjr a day.
Lunch may indeed merely be tho arrogant

»nd rerr.iniscent name you give to a three-
miaute vigil at a toda fountain, where you are

desperateiy determined to get your nutrition
ia marble halls, even if it be only those of a

.yndicate drug store. And after getting what
*»ifht othervri-ae have been a jelly omelette
. fl twenty cent glass of malted milk you
Ijend the fifty-j-even minutes you eaved
feadirig the cartoons in the early editions of
**. evening papera or watching the demon-
.tratior, of a .'.'..*¦/ weight rwlucer in the drug
tore -*-.n'!ow.
Lunch finally promi<"-:». la become merely 7i

.".***>. for one swift swallow, *ince the intro-
*»etion of the lunch tableta whieh guarantee to

"Woriah you as well afl the *even courae meal
*poken of ahiove. Indeed, if you take thiee of
tbtAA Iunrh may ba entirely elirninatcd for
thfl rest of the week, and if it becomes a habit
**. evening dinner, B young'-r and more

.nekety j.-;;* ay also disappear.
But for tiie pre».*-nt lunch is merely a grac

foi eva»ion tor your w«y of «pending one hour
. day. It will probably alwaya remain, »1-
btngb eaUng ce*\ae« to be ita rnain character-
.»**e. It flrill penri.t for a synoyme for a bn<f
**ily n.ynu-ry, a piquant interruption in the
¦ay** rvjtme. It will t-ndure an the *aered ln-
*^ude whirh you need never account f'»r,
*-"*h«*th*r you paaa it in thfl baflernent of a 999*
..4 hand bookatcre or in the di»*ip»tion of a

."¦"¦.ddfly bflnquct. The adventure of lunch will
*"***ab. « ajjfrial of the veraatility of the bouI of
-**eric».
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Swcepings from Inkpot Alley
Cimtmued fnnn Vaqe Two

hin Hfory. "Tho TrufTlors." was running
in "Tho rosmopolitan," they oxprossed
great amusornorit over the fact that tho

author livorl in OmCOTd, Mass.. and tho

iUiutrator, George Gibbe, llved in I'hila¬

delphia. What, they asked, could sueh
bucolfc peraoni know of the eomplex
soul of tho Villa//? They pointed out

lhat. befon ho wroto tho book Mr. Mer-

win had heen seen lurking in the sha¬
dow of tho Washington Arch for a few

days, prosumably in search of local

color, but .Mr. Gibbs had not been
around at all.

Mr. Merwin, of course. is not a genu¬
ine New Englander. A Now Vork immi-

gnnt fiwn tho Middle West, he lived
for severai years in l.reonwich Villago.
lie moved to foncord early last fall be¬

cause he thought it a quiet place to

write and a convenient place, in normal
years, to get to the world's series.

"Samuel Merwin i.s a Victorian moral-
Utr a horrified Greenwich Villager re-

r.iarked to me one evening. After I left
him I recalled reading a criticism writ-
ten by . simple but superior person who

profeaaed to find -Mr. Merwin rather
naughty. Tl% next morning, U it hap¬
pened, I received a letter from Mr. Mer-
v in in which he stated emphatically

that the craft of the novelist should be
ahsolutely aloof and detached from all
considerations of morality or immoral-

ity as sueh. In this incident lurks a

moral for critics.

But, after all. the tale's the thing. If
Mr. Merwin's new story.I haven't seen

it yet.«aa hold the readers as effective-
ly a.s its title should catch them, he
needn't worry about the nkeptica in
Washington Square.
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The Way of a Man
With a Dime

J. ¦'¦JMH_aM*_*.»*1^

SUPPOSE you had come by that Canadiaa
dime in merely the ordinary coursfl of

daily affairs.oh, quite honestly, and

without even the faintest idea of who it waa

that had given lt to you. Would you calmly
throw it away, desptt. the fact that it r.pr«-

sented the tenth part of a dollar in coin fll thfl

realm? Is your conscience eo acute that you

couldn't save the coln in a separate pocket
until you might slip it into the ravenous maw M

of a dime-suckcr some dark night on the roof
of m Fifth Avenue *bu-? Are you so deter-

mlned a censor of your own actions that you

couldn't even permit yourself to use it to rinf
the bell twice one day when you might call your

almost-suburban friend from a deposit-ten-
cents-please telephone?

Well. regardless of what may be your par¬

ticular dclicacies in sueh matters, it was George
who had the impassable dime and the almost

impossible problem. So George thought the

case over with great care.

If it were countcrfeit, said he to himself.
there'd bo only one thing to do. One would

iimply have to unpoeket the coin and pocket
the loss. But this shining disk that lay lr hii

hand, with the portrait of that royal name-

sake of his and all the rest, was a perfectly
good dime. It was merely in the wrong place.
He might mail it to some one ln Canada, to

spend ln the natural way, but whom did he know

in Canada? Not a soul, of course. However,
he wouldn't even have to go all the way to

Canada. Buffalo or Detroit or St. Paul would

do, for lots of Dominion money was used in all

of those places.
Yes, thought George, he'd mail the. dime np

to his cousin in Buffalo, and ask him to §end
back a real honest-to-goodness United States

10-cent piece. But the postage? Two eentfl

each way left six to cover the paper and en¬

velopes, and the time and the trouble and the

risk of losing it all in the post! At that rate

he'd be owing himself money! It would he

cheaper to chuck it away.
But it was a nice, shining and properly

coined 1915 dime, whose milled edge hadn't
even worn smooth, so he dropped it in his

pocket and forgot it.
That evening when he left the office George

bought his usua! paper from the usual boy just
outside the building, and was ahsorhing parts
of thc biggost hendlines as he dodged over

toward the subway st-ation. Suddenly he felt *

6trong tugging at his coat, and a murky palm
with a dazzling disk resting in it was shot al¬

most into his face. "Looka* w'at y' gimme!"
yelled the boy, angrily, and George looked at

his Canadian dime!
Well, thought George, after he'd trade.l two

dull nickels for tho little piece of stampel sil¬

ver, the boy was right. If he'd noticed it hfl

certainly wouldn't havo taken his paper and
nine pennies for that foreign dime. The boy
would bc likely to lose any oustomo** he gave
lt to . . . still, there wasn't any reason for
the youngstcr to make sueh a f__M about it,
The dime was good, and not a counterfeit.
Not a counterfeit, eh? How did he know?

There must be bad Canadian dimes, just as

there were bad copies of our own money. Per-

hapa he had palmed off a worthless coin on

that newsboy, and the fellow knew it and
thought he'd made it himself! A rather guilty
blush .started aeross his forehead as he saw

tha boy's imagination picturing him with a

i rucib'.c and hand-mould somewhere, turning
those things out bf the quart to pass on inno¬
cent new. paper venders. Just then hi* eyes
rested on a pair- of square-toed boots, with blue
legs rising out of them; he gave sueh a r.ervoufl

jump as hc lookfld up and met the policerr.an's
gazc* that the pu_r.led officer turned and fol¬
lowed him all the way to the subway entranco
before concluding that nothing much was the
matter.

But it felt like a good dime, said George to
himself. He rcmembered that some one had
told him that counterfeits always felt greasy,
and this one certainly was not slippery. At
least, it did not seem very slippery. probably
it was his har.ds that made it slide a littl., for
they fdt moifltflT than usual. How could folks
tell what was bad money, anyway? H* had
seen Italians bite coins he'd given them, so as

hc went down the steps he chewed a little on

the edge of this one. It didn't seem to taste
different from any money he'd tried before, but
of course it had been years . . .

Glancing up, he saw a Broadway exprcaa
pulling in. He rushed to the ticket window,
looking sidelong to see if he could possibly gflt
through before that nearest end door was

banged shut. He took his nickel change, and
was just about to pick up the subway t'eket
when he was surprised to see the agent «x-

itedly grab back the green bit of pasteboard
and shoot out his glittertr.g dime and the
words: "That's no good to me, you know!"
There was that Canadian money trifle again!
He picked it up and put it in a trousers pocket,
and hurriedly laid a local dime on the glasa
ledge. This the man accepted eagerly, giving
in return a smile. a ticket and a nickel.
When George had run past the chopper and

caught his train, he reached for the trouble-
aaaaa coin, and found in the pocket with it *

nickel. Quite abruptly, he reatlzed that he'd
been given two five-cent pieces and a tick.t, all
for one dime!
The question now was not only what to do

with the Canadian ten cents, but also how to

.lispose of the extra nickel. Should he ser.d it
back to the subway people? Should he donate
it to some worthy charity? Or would it bfl
best, in the long run, to try the same thing at
every ticket window he found, until he eitHflr
loit his dime or became fabulou.ly wealthy on

his dishonestly gained nickeli?


